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JHE \JJEf\JVET\.
Official forecasts for to-day Indicate that It

will be generally fair and cooler.

The bolting department of the Pro¬
hibition party seems to be in prime
working order.

Amos Rusle firmly refuses to come to

terms, and is acting very much like a

petrified giant.
It is to be hoped that the Policy

Commissioners will succeed in getting
on to the Fourteenth street curve.

In the future Comptroller Bowler and
the Constitution will be regarded as

two separate and distinct institutions.

It is claimed that the smallest per¬
fectly formed man lives at Springfield,
Ohio. Mr. Piatt, however, continues to
locate him at Canton.

Hon. Warner M. Miller inclines to the
belief that the Republican nomination
for Governor would constitute just
about the proper armor for him to

fight Piatt in.

Comptroller Eckels is going about
the country advising the Democrats
as to the best method of getting out
of the party. Mr. Eckels is also a high
authority on jumping out of hacks.

Secretary Herbert is getting the Gov¬
ernment craft ready for the annual
junketing parties. This is but one of
the logical results of placing small men
in large places.

Logan Carlisle is said to be the only
man in Washington who wears one of
his father's campaign buttons. Evi¬
dently the buttonholes of the country
are not yawning with Carlisle enthu¬
siasm.

With a free silver platform at Chi¬
cago and a straddle at St. Louis, the
character of the men who are to take
to the woods would be quite different
from what the original programme
contemplated.

If Mark Hanna demonstrates that a

Presidential campaign can be success¬

fully conducted by a "business man"
at the head of the Campaign Commit¬
ter, the politicians will soon be forced
to disguise themselves as "business

As Mr. Piatt says he doesn't want
to ride on anybody's band wagon, and
as the driver of the only band wagon
in sight says he*doesn't want Mr. Piatt
for* a passenger, it would seem that
there is no use in prolonging tie con¬
troversy.

It is not necessary for Johnny Mil-
holland to transfprm himself into a
sandwich man and parade in the vi¬
cinity of Twenty-third street and Fifth
avenue in order to convince Mr. Piatt
that the inevitable is bearing down
upon him with a funnel-shape motion.

GREATEST LONDON.
Londoners are feeling some disap¬

pointment at the fact that their new

municipal census shows a slight slack¬
ening in the rate of increase of the
population of the metropolis. They
take comfort, howevef in the reflection
that the outer suburbs beyond the
Jurisdiction of the County Council are

growing * faster than ever, the esti¬
mated populatldn of the Metropolitan
Police District being 6,300,000.
For generations the "city," which

used to constitute the whole of Lon¬
don, has been losing population, its
space becoming occupied by business
establishments ar^d its inhabitants
moving beyond its limits. Now the
new administrative "County of Lon¬
don" is approaching the saturation
point, and the surplus residents are

pressing further still.
It ussd to be thought that such a

process would soon reach an impassa¬
ble limit. About a quarter of a century
ago Mr. L. U. Reavis wrote a book to
prove that St. Louis was destined to
eecome the greatest city in the world.
Incidentally he remarked, as one who
slates a self-evident truth, "In twenty
years London will cease to grow. In
fifty years New York will cease to
grow." The twenty years have passed,
and London is growing faster than
ever. Where is the limit of possible
expansion to be placed?
So far as we can see, nowhere. There

Is no apparent reason why London
should not grow until it has absorbed
all England, and then why it should
not keep on growing toward the sky.
The difficulties to be overcome in pro¬
viding food supply and transportation
for four million people in ancient Rome
were greater than they would be in
cartas for four hunrir«<i .".'ilions with

modern facilities. Within the next

twenty years it is probable that a

commuter will be able to go from any

part of England to the centr^ of Lon¬
don within two hours. A man can al¬

ready talk over the whole kingdom by
telephone. The next generation is

likely to lose the sense of the distinc¬
tion between country and city. The
whole civilized world will become sub¬

urban, with more closely built nuclei
for shopping and amusement purposes
conveniently scattered over the general
surface of villas and gardens.

A DECORATION DAY LESSON.
Writers with a fondness for figures

tell us that 10,000 people.including
boys and girls.marched proudly in the
Decoration Day parade. Withal twelve
men carried off the honors, evoked the

cheering enthusiasm of the multitudes
that lined the streets.
Perhaps nothing in our commonplace

American life can appeal more force¬

fully to the man of sentiment than
this annual parade of veterans of the
civil war.men who have breasted the
storm of shot and shell and weathered
it. Demagogues have made them their

prey, pension agents have brought
them into disrepute, politicians have
now and then aligned them as a united
and forceful body on the wrong side;
but withal the people admire, respect,
eveij^venerate them. When with tat¬

tered battle flags in hand they parade
the streets he is a poor patriot who
fails to do them reverence.

But in Saturday's parade it was not
the veterans who brought the people
to the cheering point, who made men's

hearts leap into their throats, and stim¬
ulated that patriotism which is best
because it is not confined by geograph¬
ical bounds. A handful of men, dark
of skin, clad in cotton clothes, armed
with clumsy swords which looked as

though beaten from reaping hooks,
marched without brazen music or fife
or drum bearing the standard which
has still no place among the recog¬
nized flags of the world.the standard
of Free Cuba. From Central Park to
the W ashington Arch a mighty wave

of cheering followed the flag which
typifies the latest effort to establish
democracy on this Continent. Ameri¬
cans who may not at the moment have
thought of the Boston Tea Party, of
Lexington and Concord, of Paul Jones
and the first flag of Free America, of
Valley Forge and the possibility that
what our forefathers hoped to make a

revolution might stiil be but a rebel-
lion, looked on this flag and cheered
for liberty in the South as their grand-
sires cheered and fought once for lib¬
erty in the North.

It is faore than a pity thai the Presi¬
dent of the United States might not
have been put in a carriage and driven
down the line of march near these rep¬
resentatives of the Cuban patriots.
For him it would have been a liberal
education. He would have learned
from the demeanor of the people on

either side of the way that the free¬
dom of Cuba has become to them an

ideal, an ever present ambition. He
would have seen twelve men in buck¬
ram with a flag evoke more enthu¬
siasm than he as chief executive of
the nation can hope to arouse. He
would have discerned, in short, that
Decoration Day was made a day of
protest against his policy of turning
the cold shoulder upon liberty and ex-

alting the narrowest and most cruel of
all monarchies.

It is indeed unfortunate' that Presi¬
dent Cleveland could not have joined
in the parade of the veterans. But,
after all, it is not the flrst time he
failed to march with them.

THE TRIUMPH OF ASTOR.
Shivering with bliss on the pinnacle

of earthly achievement, bathed in the
purple sunlight of glorious publicity,
William Waldorf Astor to-day looks
down upon the manikins that comprise'
the rest of the population of the globe,!
drunk with the satisfaction that the
realization of an exalted ambition
brings to the strong man who fights
and wins, where the craven and the
weakling fail. Part of Saturday, all of
yesterday, all of to-day and part of to¬
morrow His Royal Highness the
Prince of Wales is the guest of William
Waldorf Astor, the Prince of Cads.no
little distinction in itself.at stately
Cleveden, overlooking the Thames Val¬
ley, which Mr. Astor has hired from a

British duke.
Mr. Longfellow has informed us that

the heights by great men won and kept
were not ^attained by sudden flight,
but they, while their companions slept,
were toiling upward i(i the night. Mr.
Astor's achievement is a striking illus-
tration of the poet's words. With a

single purpose in view, Mr. Astor has
toiled wearilessly up the slope of high
endeavor. Nobly setting aside such
trifles as patriotism and manhood, he
has fearlessly devoted his great abili¬
ties and wealth to the accomplishment
of his ideal. Putting from him the
paltry duties inculcated in citizenship
under a Constitution whereby men are

created free and with equal rights, he
has boldly championed the cause of
royalty and established his proud priv¬
ilege to bend the knee in the presence
of a sovereign perhaps to be.

One crowded liour of glorious life
Is worth an age without a name,

and Mr. Astor finds his reward in the j

proud knowledge that he is the envy-

to-day of every other cad in the civ¬
ilized world.

IN KENTUCKY.
The victory of the free silver men in

the Democratic primaries in Kentucky
is interesting and perhaps instructive.
Kentucky is now enjoying.or per¬

haps suffering.the first Republican
Governor in its history. The time hon¬
ored political policy of the State was

overturned when P. Wat Hardin kicked
over the gold platform on which the
Democratic party had perched him, de¬
clared for free silver and set out to

make the welkin ring. The welkin did

ring, but it was with the dying wails
of the rash Hardin and of Senator
Blackburn, who has lost all but his

principles.thereby differing from Sec¬
retary Carlisle, who has kept all Black¬
burn lost and lost all Blackburn kept.
Now in the face of that defeat.a re¬

verse seemingly due to tfheir candi¬
date's declaration for silver.the Dem¬
ocrats of Kentucky come gallantly
again to the scratch. This time they
will have no befogging of the issue.
They as a party declare for free silver
at 16 to 1, and intend, so observers on

the ground assert, to censure John G.
Carlisle for his abandonment of his
earlier convictions in favor of bimetal¬
lism. The redoubtable Hardin is to
be made delegate-at-large. Carlisle
was beaten in his own district. The
chief triumph of the Administration
forces was in choosing as a delegate to
the State convention one W. C. P.
Breckinridge, erstwhile a Representa¬
tive in Congress, and famous chiefly
for incidents in his life not mentioned
in his autobiography in the Congres¬
sional Directory.
In short, the Kentucky Democracy

has gone over, horse, foot and dra¬
goons.barring the footman Carlisle
and that prince of dragoons, Henry
Watterson.to free silver. Will the en¬

thusiasm of May carry the election of
November?

The late Jay Gould would have been
much amused at this Ohio plan of en¬

gineering a railroad wreck for a paltry
$2,000.

Secretary Carlisle has evidently been
away from his Old Kentucky Home too
long. "The old home aint what it
used to be," judging from Saturday's
primaries.

Our advice to London is to not ask
Marse Henry Watterson, of Kentucky,
to make a speech unless he is expected
to say things which will make Ambas¬
sador Bayard quite uncomfortable,
doncherknow.

Now that the Police Commissioners
have taken in hand the subject of the
reckless whirl of the Broadway cable
cars around the Fourteenth street
curve, we shall see whether the trac¬
tion company will deem the matter
more worthy of attention than when
the only objectors to be considered
were a few mangled citizens.

Miss Kate Field, whose death in Hon¬
olulu a fortnight ago is just reported,
was not only a brilliant and sensible
woman, but a kindly and lovable one.
The biography of a woman who has
spent her life in the exacting work of
journalism is apt to be short and sim¬
ple. If all that is kindly and creditable
could be written about Miss Field"
which her friends know and love to
tell, the literary monument to her
memory would not be inconspicuous.
The 1,100 people crushed to death at

the Czar's coronation were only a part
of the tribute of hapless Russia to the
Moloch of imperialism. Sorrow came
to many households from this disaster,
death and 'weeping were the lot of
thousands. But year after year the
system which has installed Czars and
enabled them to spend tens oAmillions
of dollars in meaningless pomp and
ceremony has kept Russia poor and
kept Russians hungry. How curious it
is that to get a free mug and a loaf by
way of largess Russians by the hun¬
dreds should go to their deaths, while
for liberty never one ha3 sacrificed a

finger.
We flatter ourselves that this is a

free country, and we attract immi¬
grants from Europe on that assump¬
tion, and then, just when our compla¬
cency is at its smuggest pitch, some

humiliating incident occurs to prove
that we are really hardly better than
slaves. Yesterday, for instance, a con¬
fiding lady from Italy, trusting to our
undeserved reputation for liberty,
asked a cpmpatriot of her acquaintance
to kill a man for her, and when he
started out to do this trifling favor he
was arrested. Actually arrested; and
not only that, but taken to a police
court and fined $10. And the police
even kept his revolver. And still people
say we live in a republic.

It is asserted with much deflniteness
that Mr. McKinley has determined, if
elected, to issue a proclamation on the
day of his inauguration convening Con¬
gress in extra session on the 15th of
March for the purpose of revising the
tariff. Whatever effect such a pro¬
ceeding may have on the prospects o^
the Republican party, it is certain that
Mr. Cleveland missed the opportunity
of his life when he failed to take sim¬
ilar action after his own inauguration.
If he had called an extra session in
March, 1893, to abolish the McKinley
"culminating atrocity of class legisla¬
tion," instead of wasting the first price¬
less months of victory, enthusiasm and
good will in peddling out offices, he
could have secured a genuine Instead
of bogus tariff reform, and he might
have been still at the head of a united
and hopeful party.

Griminal Mysteries
of Belgium.

Brussels, May 23..Despite the wealth of
details which the newspapers publish daily
on the mysterious crime of the Rue de 1 Arbie
Benit, the judicial inquiry which has been
opened on the subject makes very laborious
and slow progress. The sole thing which
seems certain is that the victim's son, M.
Leon Herry, had nothing whatever to do
with the crime, while the servant in the
house, who was at first suspected of com¬

plicity, has now been released from tem¬
porary surveillance.

The discovery of a band of criminals hav¬
ing for their leaders several ex-officers
of police has caused an immense scan¬
dal in Belgium. It is known that
the brother of Courtols had likewise be¬
longed to the Brussels police and that for
several years the two exercised {he profes¬
sion of private detectives. With a little
imagination the public have associated
countless other police officers with this
criminal band, but there seems no reason
as yet to suspect the majority of'them.
On the other hand the Courtois band has
been charged with all the crimes com¬
mitted in Brussels in the last few years
and whose authors have never been found.
Courtois is suspected of having organized
the jewel robbery of the Countess of Flan¬
ders. of having assassinated nine years ago
a widow named Massin, in the Rue de 1 Em-
pereur, of having tried to establish a clan¬
destine distillery, of having attempted two
years ago to carry out a robbery and as¬
sassination at the house of a Brussels law¬
yer, Jr. Morel, who happened then to be
in the country, and whose servant only
owed her life to a mere chance.

The authorities have inquired into all
these crimes and have found numerous in¬
dications involving Courtois in suspicion
of having participated in most of them, but
on the other hand it is difficult to establiph
his participation in the tragic affair at
Ixelles. It appears that there is reason to
believe that Courtois, Restiau anfi Devos
took part in the jewel robbery a! the Coun¬
tess of Flanders';that Courtois, his brother,
Restiau, Smits and Bouilard were mixed up
In the attempted establishment of the secret
distillery; Alexandre Courtois, the chief
of the band, bears a startling resemblance
to the descrlptbn of the individual who
was seen at Mjrel's house and who, more¬

over, this belr.g a singular coincidence, de¬
clared his nhme was Adolphe Van Laer.
These two names were familiar to Cour¬
tois; his Vrother Is called Adolphe and his
neighbo. Van Laer. Finally the letter writ¬
ten b1; the false Van Laer to the lawyer
More/, and which furnished him with an ex-
r se for getting into the house, seems to
nave been indited by Courtois. As regards
the crime in the Rue de l'Empereur, the
authorities have just discovered that Alex¬
andre Courtois was a close acquaintance
of the servant of the murdered Mme. Mas-
sin and that this servant had subsequently
gone to Mme. Kerry's. This important
witness, however, died at the hospital last
February. The portrait of Courtois has
been shown to various patients and to the
staff of the hospital, two of whom have
recognized him as the man who frequently
visited the girl shortly before her death.
Here, however, ends all the information
which the judicial inquiries have gathered
and which, moreover, can be reduced to

simple conjectures. Up to the present, in
fact, the sole certain piece of evidence
which can be adduced against Cour¬
tois is that he sold title deeds, which
form part of the proceeds of the Ixelles
robbery. But this transaction he simply
explains by asserting he undertook it on
the order of a third party, who paid him
a good commission. At first it was thought
Smits was the principal actor in the Ix¬
elles drama, but it now appeals that he
is on the eve of being released owing to
lack of sufficient evidence. Moreover, the
horse and the mysterious carriage which
served to convey the strong box to the
fields in the northwest of the town, where
It was emptied and thrown away, have
not been discovered.

In short seven persons, of whom one
is a woman, are actually under arrest, and,
although it may be presumed that several
of them will have to explain to justice
certain facts connecting thqjn with the
jewel robbery and other criminal transac¬
tions of less importance, it is unquestion¬
able that up to the present the author¬
ities possess no real proof of their culpa¬
bility in the Herry affair, which is as

mysterious now as on the first day. Every
hour, moreover, the mysterious element
is becoming more complicated. At this
very moment the authorities are much per¬
plexed by the discovery in the papers of
Alexandre Courtois of a little card written
in hieroglyphics, as follows:

: Herry 56 gr devant :

. Malfavt rue du Chaudron :
; :!5*93. :

These signs are on the back of a carte
de visite belonging to Restiau. Now all
that can be understood from this is as fol¬
lows: Fifty-six is the number of Mme.
Herry's house in the Rue de l'Arbre Benit;
Malfayt Is the name of a wineshop keeper,
whose establishment was occasionally vis¬
ited by Restiau and Courtois; 25 is the date
on which the crime was committed and the
Rue de Chaudron does not exist in the
Brussels Street Directory. Courtois will
not furnish the key to the mysterious card,
and the authorities are looking for some
one who can decipher the legend.

lAote of Less in
the Public Eye.

Granville Stuart, United States Minister to
Uruguay, is making an inspection of the large
beef extract factories in Montevideo in the in¬
terest of American trade.
Ex-Congressman Bellamy Storer, of Ohio, is

said to be slated for the mission to France If
MoKinley shall be elected. Mrs. Storer, who was
one of the Longworths, of Cincinnati, is several
times a millionaire, and Mr. Storer himself is
also the possessor of a comfortable fortune.
The Empress Frederick, of Germany, will spend

a large part of the next two years in England.
She will become, it is said, the tenant of Dltton
Park, the late Duke of Buccleuch's beautiful old
place near Windsor, now belonging to Lord Mon¬
tague, of Beaulieu.
Mme. Faure has been much alarmed lately by

a considerable Increase in the number of threat¬
ening lettere received at the Elysee, and it is
said in Paris that her influence is not among the
least brought to bear on her husband to induce
him to resign the Presidency.
There is a curious coincidence about the place

where the late Shah met his death. On that
very spot some years ago a number of soldiers
presented him with a petition asking for arrears
of pay. The Shah was furious at their temerity,
and ordered that they be tortured where they had
addressed him. Some were strangled and others
had their ears cut off.
M. Gervex is to paint a picture of the corona¬

tion of Czar Nicholas for the city of Paris on a
canvas thirty-three feet by twenty-four.

Edgar Gibbs Murphy
Discourses of Ducks.

"Twenty-one ducks with one barrel is
not." said Edgar Gibbs Murphy, as he re-

garded the la*?t speaker kindly, "what one

would call bau. Yet in the face of what
I're experienced it's a farthing to a

fortune."
"Experienced in the duck line: asked

the man who tad killed twenty-one ducks.
"In the duck line," replied Mr. Murphy,

confirmatively, "decidedly in. the duck
line.
"It was one morning at the clubhouse;

height of the duck season, you know. Ducks
had been whirring and whistling all night,
air was full of 'em. It was almost thun¬
derous, the sound they made.
"I couldu't sleep, the uproar of ducks

was so incessant. At 5 o'clock I rolled out.

Ducks had quieted down; gone Into the
marshes, you know.

"II was hardly light, just gray and blue
with coming dawn, when I stepped from
the front porch of the clubhouse. I had
my ten-gauge Greener, six drams pov.-lei.
ounce and a half of chot. Oh, I was load¬
ed for bear!
"Yes. I understand all about your sixteen

gauges. They are all right; but this was
some time ago. when they weren't so fash¬
ionable. Even now, however, when my
mood is really serious. I prefer a ten
gauge. While I'm undoubtedly the wildest
wag in our set. still I have moments when
life is real, life is earnest, and one of
them is when I've turned out at 5 o'clock
on a raw mornjng to lay waste ducks.
"So. as I say, I had my ten gauge

Greecer. I led down to the lake, and,
casting off, I shoved my light shallop from
chore.
"I didn't know you hunted ducks in a

shallop," said the raconteur who had
killed the twenty-one ducks.
"No; I suppose not," remarked Mr. Mur¬

phy. "Your ilotion 'now would be to hunt
ducks in a canal boat. However, we wont
discuss that. I wont gay it is my invari¬
able practice, but whenever I feel like it
I go for ducks in a shallop. This happened
to be shallop day with me."
"Go on," said a listener, "never mind

about the breed of the boat."
"I shoved my shallop from shore," rc-

sumed Mr. Murphy, "and, while it was not
yet light enough for me to discern my prey,
I could hear ducks all about me in the sedges
and reeds. They were conversing liv low,
guarded tones about private affairs of their
own, and I made no attempt to overhear
or remember.
"By the subdued gabble about me. when

I was fifty feet from shore, I was made
aware that I was in the midst of a giant
concourse of.ducks. .Canvasbacks, all of
.em. It must have been a mass-meeting of
these splendid water fowl. I've never hap¬
pened on its like since.
"I stopped my shallop, and organized to

flush my birds. This was simple. Any
noise, no matter how produced, which
serve's to interrupt the current of a duck's
thoughts, will serve the purpose. All I

did was to take a paddle and lam the side
of the shallop.
"As I brought the paddle along the sta

board side of my boat with a crash that
woke the echoes on the other side of the
lake, the din of ducks as they came boom¬
ing out of the sedges sounded like the best
effort of a boiler shop. I oouldn't tell
duck from duck. They were a confused
jumble. The air was alive with them.
The little light of coining day went out.
The ducks hung in the air so thick and
deep that it made all as blackly dark as

the result of the Raines law.
"But I knew It was ducks. And 1 knew

where they were. I never lost my presence
of mind for a moment, and a bit later
wished I had.
"As the ducks swarmed from the sedges.

I poiuted my gun toward the zenith.at
least as nearly as I could, I pointed toward
the zenith.and let her go. Unhooked both
barrels; bang! bang!
"It was the worst thing I ever dul. Not

a second seemed to. elapse before something
soft but positive Struck me on the head
and ifiy light went out. I've a confused
notion of an avalanche which wavered1 in

my memory just as I sank into Insensibill-

"Oh. yes; it was ducks. I never knew
how many. It took nine men to dig me

out; that's all I know about it, and a con¬

servative person who helped exhume me

from my game said they lay ten feet deep
for forty yards all about. They retrieved
me alive, however, and carried me up to
the house, where I slowly revived. All
agreed that no such slaughter of ducks at
one swoop had ever been heard of on the
Jersey coast. It made the record, and
stands for it to-day.'
"I should ha\/e supposed suclj a downpour

of ducks would have swamped and sunk
that shallop of yours," said the man who
killed twenty-one ducks.
"Don't harrow your soul with wild conjec¬

turing* about that shallop," retorted Mr.
Murphy, a bit severely. "I'm telling a

duck story. One would suppose from your
continuous excitement over the shallop that
this was a sea tale by Clarke Russell.

literary shop-talk.
In "Dartmoor," by Maurice H. Harvey,

Frederick A. Stokes has republished an

English story filled with melodramatic ma¬

terial. The most Interesting part centres
In the prison which gives the book Its title.
The hero is a young man of phenomenal
strength and social position, who resists all
propositions to restore his shattered for¬
tunes by his going on the stage as a

"strong man." He has other calls on his
strength, as this interesting story shows.

A Book Plate Journal Is presently to be
Issued in Washington. The growth of inter¬
est in book plates and the large number of
well-known Americans possessing notable
designs In this sort should assure a fair
success for such a periodical.
Mr. Elbert Hubbard, he of the battle of

the Philistines, and the hanging of the
Crane, is in New York, on his way from
East Aurora to Europe. Leaving' for Glas¬
gow the end of the 'week, Mr. Hubbard
Is going to visit the home of some
more great and good people in England and
France. Harriett Martineau, Jane Austen,
Ellen Terry, the imperial recluse of Chisel-
hurst, and Empress Josephine, are among
the eminent females the gentleman from
East Aurora proposes to interview and
use by way of levers to his own immor¬
tality. The question as to whether these
great people are alive or dead' makes no

difference to Mr. Hubbard, whom a life¬
time in East Aurora has made impervious
to the terrors of decay. Concerning the
late unpleasantness with Mr. Harte, Mr.
Hubbard says little except that it is a great
pity. In which opinion Mr. Harte doubt¬
less concurs.

With Regard to a
Half-American Cad

Lady Randolph Churchill's son, Spencer,
who was recently in this country, once on

his way down to Cuba, and again on his re¬

turn from thence, seems to be bent on ac¬

quiring as great a notoriety for all-round
offensiveness as his father enjoyed when
a oung man. The late Lord Randolph, up
to his twenty-fifth year, although brilliant,
^as, socially speaking, the most unplesssst
and impossible young man that it is possi¬
ble to conceive, and his son shows signs
of an ambition to tread in his father's
footsteps in this particular. Just at the
present he has come prominently before
the public as the ringleader of a particu¬
larly disgraceful attempt to force a very
estimable young fellow-officer of his regi¬
ment, the Fourth Hussars, to leave the
army. This young officer bears the name of
Bruce, and, while at the Military College
at Sandhurst, won the chief prizes for
fencing and shooting. Moreover, he belongs
to n good family, and receives from his
father an allowance of $4.<X)0 a year. He
graduated from Sandhurst with honors, and
Tias appointed to a lieutenancy of the
Fourth Hussars.

Before he Joined the latter, he received
an Invitation from one of the subalterns of
the regiment to dine at, tTie Ximrod Club.
His eight fellow-guests consisted of junior
officers of the regiment. On the conclusion
of rhe dinner, young Spencer Churchill, who
had been a schoolmate of Mr. Bruce at
Sandhurst, speaking on behalf of the jun¬
ior officers of the corps, informed him that
he had been invited to the dinner in order
to let him know that he was '"not wanted"
in the regiment. He was asked what his
allowance from his father was to be, and,
after replying, was told that it was in¬
sufficient to "go the pace of the regiment."
Mr. Churchill went on to state that another
subaltern had recently been compelled by
his brother officers to quit the regiment be¬
cause he could not "go the pace," and Inti¬
mated that, as they had got rid of him
they would get rid of Mr. Bruce, too, inti¬
mating that if he did not choose to make a

graceful exit now, he would probably make
a disgraceful one before very long. Mr.
Bruce, although taken aback, as might
have been expected, since a man does not
ordinarily expect to be talked to in so in¬
sulting a fashion when he is asked out to
dinner, Informed his hosts that he had no

intention of giving up his military career
to oblige them, stating that if lie were of¬
fered another regiment he would take it,
but that otherwise he intended to join the
Fourth Hussars.

On the following morning he reported the
matter to the adjutant of the regiment, the
colonel being absent. But nothing was

done, and shortly afterward he joined. He
soon found, as was to be expected, that he
was under a sort of boycott directed by his
former schoolmate, Spencer Churchill,* and
that no opportunity was lost of making
things unpleasant for him. He devoted
special attention to the shooting of the
regiment, personally, coached a team for
Bislo.v, with a result that his regiment won

the Duke of Cambridge's Challenge Shield
and himself carried off the Loder prize at
the rifle rangefs, without, however, receiv¬
ing one word of commendation or recog¬
nition from any of his brother officers.

A short time ago the incident occurred
which has .been used to force Mr. Bruce out
of the army. He was on duty one night
as orderly officer, and the only officer in
barracks. While going his rounds, the ser¬

geant-major of his squadron informed him
that there was a Balaclava veteran of the
regiment at the sergeant's mess, and asked
deferentially If he would not enter and say
a few words to the man, especially as it
happened to be the anniversary of one of
the Crimean battles in which the regiment
had covered Itself with glory. Mr. Bruce
readily consented, chatted a few moments
with the veteran, drank a glass of whiskey
and soda to his health, and then returned
to his quarters.

Three days later, to his amazement, he

was summoned into the colonel's presence,
and. after being violently taken to task by
the latter, was placed under arrest on a

charge of "improperty associating with non¬
commissioned officers." After being kept
under arrest for three weeks without trial
he was brought before the general in com¬
mand of the district, Lord Methuen, who,
without listening to what he had to say or

giving him any chance to explain matters,
told him that unless he sent In his papers
of resignation within twenty-four hours he
would probably be dismissed from the
army. He asked to be temporarily re¬
leased from arrest in order to consult his
fi lends and his father, from whom he had
kept the matter until then owing to the
dangerous illness of his mother. This re¬

quest was denied, and the young fellow,
his spirit at length broken by the perse¬
cution to which he had been subjected for
well-nigh a year past, complied with the
demand of General Lord Methuen, and sent
in his papers of resignation, a victim of the
spite and the Intrigue of his old schoolmate
young Spencer Churchill.

The matter is now about to be brought
before Parliament, and the utmost Indigna-
tion Is expressed on every side at the treat¬
ment to which Mr. Bruce has been sub¬
jected; so that it Is quite on the cards that
Spencer Churchill may, in hfs turn be
called upon to send in his papers and' res¬
ignation for behavior in this particular "un
becoming to an officer and to a gentleman."
A couple of years ago, Spencer-Churchill,

while still a mere schoolboy, distinguished
himself at the Alhambra In London by
standing up on his. chair in the orchestra
seats during the midst of the performance
in order to denounce, with much vehe¬
mence of language, the social puritv cru
sade, which was at that time in progress
defending the frail sisterhood known as
the social evil," and upbraiding in the

most bitter terms Lady Henry Somerset
and those other ladles who were associated
with her in the agitation. It may be added
that Mr. Spencer Churchill had been din-
in'?, which may possibly account for the
fact that, oblivious of his tender years and
entire lack of experience of the world he
put himself forward as the champion of
the demi-monde. It was very ridiculous
jand created much laughter at the time. His
present break, however, causes not laugh¬
ter, but Indignation.

Again the Deadly Blight.
| rDetroit Tribune.]

The deadly blight of treason apppars to be in
nondition to land a few more body blows upon

Uv^uneus of the brave in the hour of their

Recollections
of the Lambs.

Philip had filled the old habitue's glass tip for
the fifth time, and the ancient boy was quite
mellow. A far-away look came in his eye as his
thoughts seemed to go back over the years. We
settled ourselves down in our chairs, knocked the
ashes from our cigars, or lit fresh ones, and gave
him our attention.
"Time was," he said, musingly, "some good

thirty years ago. when the Lambs' Club was
first started, that their Sunday nights w.re prob¬
ably rhe most delightful Bohemian reunions ever
held in this town, taking one back to the old
literary, artistic and theatrical set, In the Cave
of Harmony, of which Thackeray wrote so pleas¬
antly In the "Neweomes." In those ancient days
we met in a room over the old Hungarian Res¬
taurant in Union square, and we were not mors
than two score, all told. Lester Wallack, splen¬
did in his vigorous manhood, elegant in his man¬
ners and intellectually most entertaining, was
the moving spirit of the entire affair. He was a
born leader, and we all of us unconsciously de¬
ferred to him. Harry Becket, of old Lydla
Thompson days, subsequently Mr. Wallack's low
comedian, was a sort of general director of the
club, managing matters with tact and discretion.
His jolly face, witty sallies and general good-fel¬
lowship made him deservedly popular. Harry
Montague, then in the height of his vogue as the
leading young man of the New York stage, was

simply idolized by men and women alike, and
merited all the admiration, for a more simple,
genuine, manly fellow I never knew. Dear old
John Gilbert was a constant attendant, too, who
could tell a tale, sing a song or join in a hearty
laugh with the k<qnest enjoyment, and never for
a moment lose that quiet, simple dignity which
was characteristic of him and which he kept to
the end of his days."
"Dear me." mused the talker, "what a splen¬

did set of bon camarades! Here came John T.
Raymond, who could spin a yarn that would
double you up; Jimmy Williamson, who crowded
him hard, or good old Billy Florence, elegant of
manner, correcti of garb and full to the brim of
Information. Joseph Jefferson, too, would drop
in and join the circle, and John Brougham was

constant in his coming; both were always lis¬
tened to with the closest attention. Why, fel¬
lows".and there was a motion to Philip to
look after his glass."It was a liberal education
to mingle with that crowd. Ned Holland was

one of the reliables at a dinner, or a meeting.
He could sing a comic song, give a recitation or

tell a story full of humor, and in those days he
was laying the foundation for his future career
as a responsible utility man at Wallack's, now

and then startling everybody with the careful
elaboration of somi modest part. In which he
would discover nnthought of possibilities, and
which, in his hands, in dress, conception and
rendition, shone out like some veritable Jewel
In the general setting of the piece.
"Then, among the laymen, were Jack Stow, who

could pull delightful harm6nles out of the piano
or concoct a Welsh rarebit th.at was as smooth
as a politician's promise before election; John
Balestier, the good-natured secretary; the two
W allack boys, Arthur and Harry, and Arthur
Sewall, who married Mr. Wallack's daughter. A
musician or two, a young painter, a musical
critic and some players of lesser note, with a

sprinkling of well-known men about town, made
up the company. Every one had some quality to
recommend him; members were conservative in
their ways and manners, simple In their pleas¬
ures, and there were no excesses. But there was

no lack of fun, no stint of enjoyment, acd all
within bounds. Nor were there any near neigh¬
bors to get excited over our hilarity during a

Sunday night dinner. These we held every two
weeks, and they were red letter nights. Thirty
or more men at table, and nobody stupid.
"Old stagers," the talker went on, "will re¬

call Maurice Barrymore, a few years younger
than he is now.it Isn't at all necessary to stick
so absurdly to absolute dates.when he was

fresh from his university course in England,
where at Cambridge he had more than held his
own at single stick, the foils, various athletic
sports, but in particular with his fists. Gra¬
cious. what a gpod looking chap he was then!
He* too, was making havoc with the matinee
girl, though, alas, for the sex, they were the
last things that bothered his youthful brain, for
his heart had gone out to Georgle Drew, tho
clever daughter of a clever mother, and he mar¬
ried her a little later. Well, Barrymore was

quick with his hands and brooked nonsense in
those days no more than he would now, though
possibly the years have brought experience and
maturer judgment. He had been out West, in
some new town with a travelling company.
Some of them had gone in a restaurant for a

bite of supper after the play. There were ladies
in the party, members of the cast, dnd as they
sat down to eat some blackguard made an in¬
sulting remark, with the result that Barrymore
promptly thrashed him. The coward, however,
got up, whipped out a pistol and poor Maurice
was laid low with an ugly wound in his shoul¬
der that was nearly the death of him. Splen¬
did nursing, careful attention and medical skill,
aided by superb health and vigorous manhood,
saved him, fortunately, but he came back to
New York a wreck of his handsome self to con¬

valesce.
"The papers were full of it at the time," con¬

tinued the old habitue, "and great was the in¬
dignation. I shall never forget the Sunday night
he turned up at a Lambe' Club dinner shortly
after his home coming. Pale, thin, his arm ia
a sling, but with the same old look of courage
and determination in his face, he faltered
through the door, when the mail was half over.

I've seen receptions in my day, but never quite
anything like that. The two score of men Just
got up and shrieked, hurrahed, waved their
napkins and literally, almost devoured him. I
really trembled for his safety. It was a ques¬
tion of old Marechal Villars over again, 'De¬
fend me from my friends, oh, Selgnenr; I can
defend myself from my enemies.' But it wai

a great night in the Lajnbs Club, I can tell you.
Barrymore did manage to escape unharmed, but
there was a superabundance of kindness that
came near undoing all his months of repose.
"Jack Drew, too, was a frequent visitor.

Those were his salad days at Daly's, when he
was more contented to take a turn at a pair of
sculls on the Harlem River of an afternoon
than to drink tea with the fashionable world
and talk small nothings with social leaders.
Billy Crane was barely out of his "Evangeline"
experiences, where he bad played the Notary,
and Nat Goodwin had Just begun to attract fa¬
vorable attention. The Players' Club was only a

vague idea in Mr. Booth's brain, and, really,
the Lambs had the pick of the Bohemian com¬

munity, with only the Lotos as a rival."
By this time, however, the hands of the

clock had passed the first hour of the morniug,
Philip was yawning, there was a general push¬
ing back of chairs, and the party broke up.
"It's always the way," said the adolescent
youth, who had Just been elected; "the pleas¬
ures of life to you old 'tins seem invariably to
be in retrospection, whereas If you'd been with
us last night we" but nobody waited to hear
the end of his tale.

ARTHUR HOEBER.

Jl?e Jester's fyorus.
"How did I manage to sell such a costly

picture?" repeated the artist, with a low, rip¬
pling laugh. "That's something of a professional
secret, but I don't mind telling you. i muue it
in the form of a folding bed."
Thus it chanced that the spiritual found now

and then occasion to join hands with the ma¬

terial, in deference to the will of the universal
democracy, which is, after all, the arhiter of all
things. Detroit News.

Wicks.l'ou and your room mate look so odd
together.he Is so tall and you so short! Why
didn't you take one of your size?
Hicks.I wanted to get one that wouldn't bor-

^rpw my dres ssuit. Somerville Journal.

"Maud has a keen sense of humor, hasn't
she?"
"Yes, indeed; even when she catches a bad

cold it gives her a tickling couch." Cbicas®
News.


